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And said, "My fellow-sinner,
You do not comprehend. You're full up wid sin from de marrow to de skin,
And you'm better get on de mend,
" Or de debbil from de pit
Will take you quick away, And he'll boil and burn and grill you
For ebber and a day. So listen, my pore lamb,
To de word from Hebben sent, If you're on for a b]essin', just waltz in confessin'.
Own up to your sins and repent."
Den Sam he whispered low,
As if he'd thinking bin, "I ain't so drefful sure
I'be eber done a sin." I had to run outside To laugh behind de hut, For Sloggah Sam, in Alabam
Was de toughest kind ob nut.
Den de Reberend Shepherd say,
" Hab you no told a lie ? Hab you no stole, nor kissed
A gal upon de sly ? Hab you always kept de Sabbath
From de moment ob your birth ? Or are you, Sam, de whitest lamb
In all dis mortal earth?"